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Reviews 



The Doitia has been created by our bitterly persecuted peas- 
ants to keep themselves alive; without it they would have dis- 
appeared. Singing or chanting their sufferings, imagining absent 
happiness, has brought them consolation, given them their only 
joy. One poet sings to the Doina: "Stay with us, for you are 
our Queen ; if you go away, we shall have nothing to live for." 

Living through their poetry, the peasants had to create more 
and more. The Doina is an immense body of wonderful poetry. 
George Cosbuc, the leader of these peasant poets and a man 
of genius, expresses the very quintessence of the Doina. His 
lyric, We Want Land, is the cry of the peasant that has gone 
on for centuries, and still goes on. 

Indeed, it is the cry of the Mexican peon today. 



REVIEWS. 

Love and Liberation, by John Hall Wheelock. Sherman, 

French & Co. 

Mr. Wheelock's verse has a true lyric quality; it is 
simple, sincere, spontaneous, musical. For the best things 
in this latest volume we can only be grateful. And perhaps 
we should not complain if, like Wordsworth and many 
another immortal, he leaves the task of weeding-out to his 
readers. 

But these are crowded days — the poet should do his own 
weeding-out, especially in a large garden of love-songs. For 
one is cloyed by excess, one wearies of repetition, in these 
two hundred and thirty-seven lyrics of love ; the good things 
are smothered by the over-facile, the sentimental— one has to 
search too long for them. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And then, while these poems seem sincere they come too 
easily. In these days it were idle to criticize any frank 
revelation of the reserves of passion; but one has a right to 
demand that such a revelation shall be, as it were, dragged 
out of the depths of human agony and rapture, that it shall 
seem reluctant in proportion to its intimacy. In these lyrics 
is no reluctance ; there is ecstasy — even to the very word — on 
every page, scattered so lavishly that sometimes it spills over 
and becomes ridiculous. Indeed, if Mr. Wheelock had a 
sense of humor he would be saved such lines as 

Where four lips are joined together . . . 
Oh abandon yourself to an ecstasy sheer ! . . . 

But in spite of these lapses, and of the over-profusion 
of sweets in this volume, one finds, now and then, a lyric 
as lovely as this : 

Tell me why I love you; 

Name yourself, my Heart, 
Every inward bounty. 

Every outward art; 
The hands, the lips, the eyes, 

The beauty in your breast. 
Your very inmost spirit 

Separate from the rest. 
When your lips have ceased, 

When your words have done, 
I will answer you, 

"Not for these alone." 

Also there are a few fine poems on other themes, as 
The Return to New York, and the song first printed in 
Poetry, / Shed my Song on the Feet of All Men. In all 
these best things one feels warmth of sincerity, real tender- 
ness, and clear lyric simplicity. H. M. 
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